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IN  the  numlxT  before  the  last,  I  promised  to  take  some 
notice  of  the  poetical  productions  of  Thk  Straxokr  ;  and 
that  I  mijifht  l>e  able  to  review  with  justice,  both  to  him  and 
myself,  1  liavexarefuhy  ixail  over  his  effusions  of  ^nius. 

In  this  young  |>oel’s  essays,  there  ap|K*ar  a  sprightly  fancy, 
a  mind  much  delighted  with  the  Ixauties  of  nature,  pleas<^ 
with  contemplating  the  awe-inspiring  precipice,  the  solitary 
wo(k1,  tlie  lolling  river,  and  the  thunder  storm  whose  rattling 
peals  oftimes  appal  the  stoutest  heait :  He  is  also  the  child 
of  sympathy,  the  slave  of  love,  and  gratitude  is  deeply  marked 
in  his  lines.  He  does  not  appear  to  have  read  much,  only  in 
the  book  of  nature,  his  language  is,  generally  speaking,  chxste 
and  appropriate  ;  sometimes  iiuleed  his  rhymes  are  not  so  pure 
as  they  might  be,  or  as  the  reader  has  a  right  to  expect  from 
one,  in  other  rcsi>eCts,  assuredly  favoured  with  a  very  musical 
car,  I  impute  tbis  to  caiolessness,  a  fault  which  all,  but  es- 
ixcially  young  p^ts,  otight  by  all  means  to  avoid. 

The  first  of  thilLyoi^i’s  productions,  which  in  a  peculiar  ' 
manner  engaged  nf^  Attention,  was  The  Stranger  Boy^  publish¬ 
ed  in  the  7th  numixr  «^the  2d  vol.  In  the  second  verse,  his 
comparison  between  the  reception  he  met  with  from  strangers, 
and  that  kind  welcome  he  had  been  accustomed  to  receive 
from  his  dog  Tray,  is  very  happy — 

“  No  social  friend  in  this  strange  land. 

Sweet  smiling,  takes  me  by  the  hand, 

And  talks  with  me  : 

\t  home,  e’en  Tray,  poor  faithful  Tray, 

^Vould  howl  for  joy  and  round  me  play 

In  friendly  gleck  — 
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The  attachment  of  a  clog  to  his  muster,  is  so  well  known,  that 
every  render  will  subscribe  to  the  truth  of  the  lepiX'sentalion  ; 
but  is  it  not  a  pity  that  mun,  in  acts  of  so<  iul  kindness,  should 
be  outKlone  by  u  bnite  ?  It  is  a  truth  1  do  not  remember  to 
have  met  with  in  any  ancient  or  modern  author,  that  civiliz;i. 
tion  and  hospitality  have  not  ^one  hand  and  hand.  More  hr  s- 
pilalily  is  discoverable  among  the  unlettered  savages,  than 
among  the  circles  most  polished  in  manners  and  enlightened 
by  education.  In  some  nations  of  I'urope,  a  few  centuries 
ago,  men  of  w  ealth  kept  their  houses  open,  and  sirangei*s  w  ere 
promiscuously  entertained ;  no  (|uestions  w  ere  asked,  they 
were  received  wiili  a  heaity  welcome,  and  departed  w  ith  us 
many  gocxl  w  ishes  as  though  they  had  conferred  a  iK-nefii— 
the  times  are  changed — the  advantage  is  on  the  side  of  Tray. 

The  third  verse,  is  beautifully  piclurescpie — I  see  the  land¬ 
scape,  the  forest,  the  mountain,  the  precipice,  the  river,  pass 
iHrfore  me  ;  and  in  tlie  Ibui  th  \erse,  recognize  my  own  actions, 
when  hurling  the  stone  from  the  pre*cipice,  1  have  listened 
with  wonder  at  the  numerous  echos  it  made  as  it  lx)undi‘d 
frem  rock  to  rock.  In  the  fifth  and  sixth  verses,  he  seems  to 
Iiave  forgotten  lime  altogether. 

“  Ye  haj)py  days — now  gone,  adieu  ! 

But  dearest  s|)Ot,  ere  long,  on  you 

ril  drop  some  tears  ; 

But  then  your  shreibs  w  ill  treses  be  grown, 

Your  trees  by  storms  w  ill  be  o’erblown, 

Or  changed  by  ycai*s.’* 

For  the  shrubs  to  grow  into  trees,  iIk*  trees  now  growing  over- 
blown  by  the  tempest,  or  changed  by  J^'s,  will  letiuirea 
considerable  number  of  years  ;  the  tei  itf  ,*  ere  long,’  ought  by 
no  means  to  have  been  used — but  patfstg  Hhis  little  shp,  the 
verses  are  beautiful. 

llis  yjf/io,  in  the  8th  number,  is  but  that  has  bert 

such  a  general  subject  among  the  poefi,  that  little  new  can  be 
said  on  it ;  1  must  however  beg  leave  to  difl'er  with  him,  w  lien 
he  compares  happiness  to  an  echo  ;  I  am  soitv  that  he  gave  it 
the  name  of  a  syren,  and  still  more  so  that  he  suffered  it  to 
dwindle  down  to  a  phantom :  The  STRAKuk  Rneed  not  chase 
happiness— she  invites  him  to  her  embi'aces,  she  flics  not  from 
the  wooer,  but  stands  as  firm  as  the  fiat  that  gave  t)eing  to  the 
universe  :  In  the  paths  of  Virtue  is  her  dwelling,  from  w  hom 
she  is  inseparable,  and  she  never  deceives,  for  propriety  of 
conduct  is  that  in  which  she  lives  and  moves  and  has  her  bcin^ 
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In  the  1  Ith  number — The  Father  is  a  veiy  pathetic  j  2 IS 
tion  ;  his  only  stm  has  forsaken  him  in  his  old  age  ;  the  P^k^j^ 
feels  forcibly  his  ingratitude,  very  naturally  relates  the  plea 
sure  he  had  in  the  company  of  his  child  ;  yet  tho’  crushed  al¬ 
most  down  to  death  with  the  weight  of  woe,  occasioned  by 
his  son’s  unfeeling  conduct,  parental  affection  triumphs,  and 
lie  breathes  to  Heaven  the  following  prayer,  which  would  melt 
even  the  heart  of  a  stoic — 

**  Kind  Providence  protect  him  still — 

I  love  him,  tho’  ungrateful  he  ; 

And  if  to  scourge  him  be  thy  will, 

C),  let  it  not  lie  done  for  me.” 

The  last  verse  exhibits  the  character  of  the  father  of  the  re¬ 
turning  pitxligal,  and  I  trost  will  be  realized  by  every  parent 
who  may  be  eventually  tried  in  the  same  manner. 

In  roviewing  this  little  piece)  it  giievea  me  to  read  the  fol¬ 
lowing  line--i- 

“  He  left  me  in  despair  and  shame.” 

The  father  appears  by  the  piece,  to  be  old,  feeble,  blind — 
surely,  surely,  these  wero  ills  sufficient— O,  why  add  shame  ! 
especially  to  so  good  a  man  ?  This  was  undoubtedly  an  over¬ 
sight. 

il  atizaft  on  serinf'  an  old  Oak,  in  the  I5th  number,  are 
highly  worthy  of  notice  :  We  have  always  prosented  to  our 
rcadei's  the  idea  of 'Phe  Stranger’s  being  a  youth  ;  if  there¬ 
fore  he  be  the  viewer  of  the  oak,  which  has  anived  at  maturity, 
and  the  poet  bent  its  head  when  he  was  a  child,  we  have  ma<lc 
a  very  e^oneoiis  calculation  as  respects  his  age  :  If  the  title 
of  the  pie^^ad^^n  The  old  Man’s  Soliloc|uy  on  seeing  an 
old  Oak,  eut^Vniculty  would  have  been  removed  on  this 
head.  ^  ^ 

In  the  second  veac,  there  appears  tome  an  inaccumey  in 
point  of  epithet—* 

“  With  mc^" sprang,  with  me  to  manhood  rose.” 

How  a  tree  may  arrive  at  maturity,  we  know  ;  but  how  it  can 
arise  to  manhrjod,  is  still  a  sccrol — yet  we  find  a  more  egregi¬ 
ous  error  has  lieen  made  in  nearly  the  same  way,  in  as  fine  an 
instance  of  hy|>eTbole  as  wc  have  on  record — iv.  16. 
speaking  of  the  i-oot  of  the  great  tree,  it  is  said,  Let  his  heart 
be  changed  from  man’s,  and  let  a  beast’s  heart  be  given  unto 
him.”  These  two  peccadillos  are  all  that  1  perceive  in  this 
beautiful  |>ocm  ;  I  rocomniend  it  to  our  readers  as,  in  in>' 
opinion,  a  strong  proof  of  rising  genius  ;  the  conclusion  drawn 
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The  attachment  of  a  do^  to  his  master^  is  so  well  Lnown,  that 


every  reader  will  subscribe  to  the  truth  of  the  ix-presenlation  ; 
but  is  it  not  a  pity  that  man,  in  acts  of  social  kindness,  should 
be  out-<lone  by  a  bnite  ?  It  is  a  truth  1  do  not  remember  to 
have  met  with  in  any  ancient  or  modern  author,  that  civilize, 
tlcn  and  hospitality  have  not  jifone  hand  and  hand.  More  hr  s* 
pilalily  is  discoverable  among  the  unletteix-d  savages  than 
among  the  circles  most  polished  in  manners  and  enlightened 
by  etlucution.  In  some  nations  of  Europe,  a  few  centuries 
ago,  men  of  wealth  kept  their  houses  open,  and  slrangei*s  were 
promiscuously  enleitained ;  no  questions  were  asked,  they 
were  received  with  a  hearty  welcome,  and  departed  with  as 
many  goorl  wishes  as  though  they  had  tonferixd  a  benefit— 
the  times  are  changed — the  advantage  is  on  the  side  of  Tray. 

The  third  verse,  is  licautifully  pictures<pie — I  see  the  land¬ 
scape,  the  forest,  the  mountain,  the  precipice,  the  river,  |xi« 
iK-lore  me  ;  and  in  tlie  lourth  verse,  recognize  my  own  actionv 
when  hurling  the  stone  fi-om  the  precipice,  I  have  listened 
with  wonder  at  the  numerous  echos  it  made  as  it  Ixnindcd 
fixmi  rock  to  rock.  In  the  fifth  and  sixth  vei-scs,  he  seems  to 
have  forgotten  time  altogether. 

“  Ye  happy  days — now  gone,  adieu  ! 
liut  dearest  s{)ot,  ere  long,  on  you 

1*11  drop  some  tears  ; 

But  then  your  sluiibs  will  trees  be  grown, 

Your  trees  by  storms  will  be  o'eiiilown, 

Or  changed  by  yeai*s.’* 

For  the  shrubs  to  grow  into  trees,  tin:  trees  now  growing  over, 
blown  by  the  tempest,  or  changed  by  will  leciuirei 

considerable  number  of  years  ;  the  long,*  ought  br 

no  means  to  have  been  used— but  ps^^^^his  little  slq>,the 
verses  are  beautiful. 

His  TcAoy  in  the  8th  number,  is  but  that  has  be« 

such  a  general  subject  among  the  ivoeft,  that  little  new  can  be 
said  on  it ;  1  must  however  beg  leave  to  differ  with  him,  wbec 
he  compares  happiness  to  an  echo  ;  I  am  soitv  that  he  gave  it 
the  name  of  a  syren,  and  still  more  so  that  he  suffered  it  to 
dwindle  down  to  a  phantom :  The  Stranger  need  not  chase 
happiness — she  invites  him  to  her  embraces,  she  flies  not  from 
the  wooer,  but  stands  as  firm  as  the  fiat  that  gave  Iveing  to  the 
universe  :  In  the  paths  of  Virtue  is  her  dwelling,  from  w  hom 
she  is  inseparable,  and  she  never  tleceives,  for  propriety  of 
conduct  is  that  in  which  she  lives  and  moves  and  has  her  being 
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In  the  1  Ith  number — The  Father  is  a  veiy  pathetic  produc¬ 
tion  ;  his  only  son  has  forsaken  him  in  his  old  age  ;  the  parent 
feels  forcibly  his  ingi*atitude,  very  natui*ally  relates  the  plea¬ 
sure  he  had  in  the  company  of  his  child  ;  yet  tho’  civished  al¬ 
most  down  to  death  with  the  weight  of  woe,  occasioned  by 
his  son’s  unfeeling  conduct,  parental  affection  triumphs,  and 
he  breathes  to  Heaven  the  following  prayer,  which  would  melt 
even  the  heart  of  a  stoic — 

“Kind  Providence  protect  him  still— 

I  love  him,  tho’  ungrateful  he  ; 

And  if  to  scourge  him  be  thy  will, 

O,  let  it  not  be  done  for  me.” 

The  last  verse  exhibits  the  character  of  the  father  of  the  re¬ 
luming  pitxligal,  and  I  trost  will  be  realized  by  every  parent 
who  may  be  eventually  tried  in  the  same  manner. 

In  roviewing  tins  little  piece,  it  grieves  me  to  read  the  fol¬ 
lowing  line-^ 

“  He  left  me  in  despair  and  sliamc.” 

The  father  appears  by  the  piece,  to  be  old,  feeble,  blind — 
surely,  surely,  these  were  ills  sufficient — O,  why  add  shame  ! 
especially  to  so  good  a  man  ?  This  was  undoubtedly  an  over¬ 
sight. 

Utanza^  on  feeing  an  old  Oak,  is^c,  in  the  15lh  number,  are 
highly  worthy  of  notice  :  We  have  always  presented  to  our 
icadei*s  the  idea  of  Thk  Stranger’s  being  a  youth  ;  if  there¬ 
fore  he  be  the  viewer  of  the  oak,  which  has  arrived  at  maturity, 
and  the  poet  bent  its  head  when  he  was  a  child,  we  have  made 
a  very  c^oneoiis  calculation  as  respects  his  age  :  If  the  title 
of  the  pieQcJiaiUiiicn  The  old  Man’s  Soliloquy  on  seeing  an 
old  Oak,  ^^^^iculty  w  ould  have  been  removed  on  this 

In  the  second  there  appears  tome  an  inaccuracy  in 
point  of  cpithet-=^j|^^ 

“  W'ith  me  wlfjrang,  with  me  to  manhood  rose.” 

How  a  tree  may  arrive  at  maturity,  we  know ;  but  how  it  can 
arise  to  manhood,  is  still  a  secrot— yet  we  find  a  more  egregi¬ 
ous  error  has  Ixren  made  in  nearly  the  same  way,  in  as  fine  an 
instance  of  hyperbole  as  wc  have  on  lecord — pANiEL  iv.  16. 
speaking  of  the  itiot  of  the  gieat  tree,  it  is  said,  “  Let  his  heart 
be  chan^d  from  man’s,  and  let  a  beast’s  heart  be  given  unto 
him.”  These  two  peccadillos  are  all  that  I  perceive  in  this 
beautiful  poem  ;  I  recommend  it  to  our  readers  as,  in  my 
opinion,  a  strong  proof  of  rising  genius  ;  the  conclusion  drawit 
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ill  the  last  vei-se,  has  alas,  been  too  often  verified,  the  Latin 
])oet  sang,  long  ago — 

“  Donee  eria  fcHx  multoa  nnmerabia  anucoa, 

^'‘ullus  ad  antiaaua  Hit  umicua  o/tea** 

Which  may  be  imitated  thus — 

Whilst  ha;)py,  what  numbers  of  friends  i-ound  you  shine, 

All  honour  your  Uible  and  relish  your  wine  ; 
lint  jKjvertj  conies,  you  are  heeded  no  moi’e. 

They  deny  your  ac(|uaintance,  and  jiass  by  younloor. 

I  shall  dismiss  Thk  Straxgkr  for  this  time,  with  noticing 
only  one  more,  the  last  and  most  |x*rfcct  of  all  his  pitxluctions, 

1  mean  T/ic  in  the  20th  number,  w  hich,  for  sw  eetness 

of  rhyme,  chastencss  of  expression,  patriotic  spirit,  and  just¬ 
ness  of  metaphor,  may  justly  stand  among  those  ])ieces  w  hich 
<leligli*.  the  lovei'sof  |MX'try  ;  from  these  verses,  it  isdiflicult 
to  seir  *.  the  most  lieautiful,  each  reader  must  choose  for  hini- 
stlfi  the  Ihllowing  struck  me  w  ith  peculiar  Ibrce,  as  the  allu- 
Mon  i.-*  altogether  new  — 

“  By  th’  madness  of  tymnts  we’ll  ne’er  be  confounded  ; 

Shall  their  thieat’ned  thunders  alarm  us  ? 

Xo  1  fearless  we  stand,  by  new  Franklins  surrounded, 

'Fo  bind  e\  ’ry  Ixill  that  w  ould  harm  us.” 

I  believe  this,  stripped  of  figure,  is  an  absolute  truth  :  I  have 
heaixl  it  ignorantly  asserted,  that  should  any  of  the  great  jiow  - 
ers  of  Europe  invade  us,  we  would  fall  an  easy  piey — we  had 
no  Washington  to  lead  our  armies,  no  Franklin  to  direct 
our  councils  I  Not  so  thinks  our  poet : — The  genius  of  Ame¬ 
rica  has  not  dwindled,  her  population  surely  is  n^^  less,  her 
skill  in  the  arts  infinitely  superiour  to  wl^||^t  w^  then,  her 
resfAirces,  I  had  almost  said,  lioundless,  JgjM&colfs  of  defence 
incalculable,  and  should  (which  God  fodB)  any  0a ring  foe  in¬ 
vade  us,  they  will  find  we  have  both  iieH^AKKLiNs  and  also 
brave  Washingtons  to  exert  thems^^yn  defence  of  their 
country.  ADIAH  OPTIC. 

SELECTED. 

HISTORY  OF  SALADIN  THE  DERVISE. 

1,  WHO  now  write  to  the  eye  of  the  traveller,  was  once 
Saladin  the  bashaw  of  Cairo,  but  am  now  the  hermit  of  the 
brow  of  Lebanon.  'I'he  horn's  of  my  graiultur  w  ei'e  w  retchctl. 
hut  the  days  of  my  silence  are  happy.  'Fhe  genius  of  die 
cedars  strengthened  my  soul  to  forget  the  mighty  ones  of  the 
earth,  and  reside  in  the  cave  of  solitude. 
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Seven  years  had  1  passed  liere,  and  listened  to  the  music 
of  the  stJX’um  that  flo\v*,d  at  the  foot  of  the  rock.  My  dreams 
were  prompted  by  the  stillness  around  me  ;  tlie  plants  and 
the  dowel's  arose,  and  1  ret;arded  not  their  beauty  or  their  vir¬ 
tue  ;  the  morning  appeared,  and  1  turned  not  in  prayer  to  the 
shrine  of  .Mecca  ;  the  !x>ok  of  the  prophet  lay  unheeded  at 
the  liottom  of  the  cave  ;  I  hated  thought,  1  courted  indolence, 
an<l  my  life  was  as  the  sleep  of  him  who  rests  with  the  gloomy 
angel  of  death  till  the  shining  angels  appear. 

I  av.  aked  liom  my  dream  in  the  gi*ey  dawn  of  the  morn¬ 
ing,  and  beheld  the  caravan  of  Natolia  winding  along  the 
mazes  of  the  valley.  1  saw  the  gold  glittering  on  the  backs  of 
camels,  and  the  <lromedaiies  iKaring  rich  vestments  for  the 
haram  of  .\!  addin.  'I'he  shouts  of  the  drivel's  ix'souiuled  from 
afar.  I  thought  the  voice  of  joy  accompanied  them  as  they 
passed  over  the  hnnak  that  descended  from  the  hollow  cleft  ot 
tile  mountain.  1  Kniked  after  them  ;  my  heart  was  moved, 
I  sighed,  and  said  to  mvself — ‘Surely  1  am  wixlclied  ;  and 
huix'ly  Aladdin  is  happy  I’ 

'I'he  genius  of  tlie  cedai-s  appeared  befoi'e  me,  the  mighty 
spirit  who  dwells  amid  the  snows  of  Lebanon,  ilis  presence 
was  august  as  that  of  Gabriel,  ^^hen  he  gave  the  pen  to  the 
beloved  Allah  ;  his  voice  was  strong  as  the  blast  of  the  forest, 
and  sweet  as  the  strains  of  the  hoiiris  near  the  rivulets  of  para¬ 
dise.  My  lictKl  bo\\ed  him  with  ixvcrence,  and  he  be¬ 

held  me  with  and  an  eye  of  pity. 

^ChiUMfcllhc  dust,’  said  he,  ‘attend  to  my  woixls,  and  let 
not  thy  sAll^qgl^ie  desiix'sof  vanity,  'rake  the  counsels 
of  Imn  whO^MW  sei^the  wishes  of  thy  heart,  and  knows  tlieir 
WfiUhiess.  Iv 

‘Canst  Ihoulia’gct  «pcn  Amuranth,  the  lortl  of  the  earth, 
looked  on  thee  with  tbc/eyes  of  a  parent ;  when  thy  voice  rul¬ 
ed  the  land  of  the%r»ers,  and  thy  house  was  the  habitation 
of  beauty  ?  Wert  thw  then  happy,  or  did  thy  .prayers  reach 
the  Ixjrders  of  the  third  heaven  ?  Didst  thou  not  envy  the  life 
of  Adiabcker  the  iman  of  the  forest  ?  .And  dost  thou  not  envy 
the  power  of  Aladdin  ?  Did  not  Sciima,  the  fairest  of  thy 
seraglio,  give  herself  to  the  arms  of  another  ?  Did  not  Hali, 
the  beloved  friend  of  thy  Ixisom,  whisper  in  the  cars  of  the 
sultan  that  Saladin  was  a  traitor  ?  Why  then  dost  thou  re¬ 
pine  at  thy  condition,  and  envy  the  powei'  of  .Aladdin  ? 

‘  Look  from  this  height,  and  behold  the  camvan  which  now 
passes  the  foot  of  tlie  mountain.’ — 1  looked,  and  beheld  a  bond 
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of  the  sons  of  the  clcsci’t,  who  surronnded  the  ntcrchants.  1  saw 
their  sabres  glitter  as  they  smote  the  defenceless  travellers. 

‘  Where  are  now  the  riches  of  Aladdin  V  said  the  genius, 

‘  where  is  the  splendor  of  his  harain  ?  'I'he  wealth  he  design¬ 
ed  for  the  visier  of  the  divan,  to  avert  the  frewn  of  indigna¬ 
tion,  how  soon  is  it  gone  I  and  how  soon  n  ill  his  min  ensue 
Happier  had  he  Ixren,  hutl  he  never  received  the  studded  sa¬ 
bre,  or  ruled  over  the  plains  of  Nalolia.’ 

My  soul  was  struck  \\  ith  amazement,  and  I  acknowleilgcd 
my  Weakness. — ‘Clold,’  said  I,  is  nothing  in  the  eyes  of  the 
prophet;  and  hk  who  dwells  alx)ve,  regaixls  not  the  hoixs  of 
the  proud.  O  for  the  tinmfllcd  neghct  of  the  world  I  O  for  tlic 
culm  dreams  I  enjoyed  Ixfore  I  beheld  the  caravan  of  AKuldin ! 

‘  Son  of  weakness,  thou  art  still  in  error,*  said  the  genius, 

*  and  thy  wishes  are  not  the  wishes  of  happiness  — What  arc 
those  dreams  which  stole  away  the  hours  of  thy  life,  insensi¬ 
ble  as  that  of  the  weary  traveller  who  has  chewed  the  be¬ 
numbing  betel  in  the  caravanseras  of  Ezzemm.  The  days  of 
the  wise  glide  not  on  unnoticed  ;  their  gocxl  deeds  are  record¬ 
ed  by  the  quick-sighted  angel  w  ho  sits  at  the  foot-sux)l  of  the 
Almighty.  I'he  herb  pressed  by  their  hands  refreshes  the 
pilgrim  in  his  journey  ;  they  mark  the  rising  of  the  tree,  and 
instinct  the  dwellers  in  the  village.  To  them  the  leaves  of 
the  messenger  of  (»od  lie  open.  They  look  on  the  stars  w  iih 
reverence,  and  meditate  on  the  iiundHrr  of  the  proofs  ol  a  Pio- 
videiice.  They  behold  the  sun,  in  his  highest  course,  as  the 
bright  reflexion  of  the  countenance  of  Allah.  think 

not  of  the  low  things  of  the  eaith  ;  thei^Al^s  upw  ards 
to  nobler  enjoyments  ;  the  Fathkr  ol^rltuft^^rolds  ^ir 
wishes,  and  smiles  on  them  with  pleai|K.  ^ 

*  ^^’ouldst  thou,  O  Saladir,  reside  ^  the  oflre  of  solitur’c, 
]>urify  thy  mind  from  its  vices,  and  ihu^^jjAtedness  wdl  de¬ 
part.  I'hink  not  with  regret  of  the  thou  hast  lost ; 

nor  even  the  exaltation  of  the  great  oi^  of  the  earth.  Lull 
not  thy  soul  with  the  enchanting  song  of  indolence ;  nor  let 
the  evening  sun  depart  unconscious  of  thy  employment. 
Arouse  thyself  to  a  contempt  of  little  pleasures  ;  and  bid  thy 
breast  expand  to  receive  the  pure  enjovmcnts  of  humanity. 
From  the  summit  of  Lebanon,  as  the  nations  of  the  earth  lie 
beneath  thee,  let  thy  heart  pant  with  wishes  for  their  happi¬ 
ness.  Then  shall  the  grateful  applauses  of  goo<l  men  pursue 
thee  ;  the  spirit  of  Omar  shall  teach  thee  the  visions  of  truth ; 
the  voice  of  tlie  powerful  genii  shall  greet  thee  w  itli  strains 
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of  congratulation  ;  the  strength  of  the  n^iglity  inhabitant  of 
iNIecca  sliull  support  thee  ;  and  tl»e  arm  of  the  Svprkmk  shall 
raise  thee  to  a  state  of  existence  in  m  hich  thou  shalt  not  sigh 
for  the  wealth  of  the  opulent,  nor  envy  the  power  of  .Maddin.* 


SBLtlfEl). 

THE  noORSEELER  AND  AUTHORS: 

A  MTKHARY  DIALOtiUK. 


injokti  Her  datci-nda  a  Jd^ht  oj  ttfaira^  and  tt/u  uka  to  thf  ako/ttnun, 

liookartier.  \VH  A'l'  has  Ixrtn  the  matter  ?  There  has  Ijeen 
such  a  noise  Ik'Iow  stairs,  whilst  I  was  at  breakfast,  that  1 
found  it  im{)ossible  to  get  thiruigh  the  first  page  of  Dick  Dry*s 
{x>litical  pamphlet.  Hey  dev  !  How  came  the  upper  tier  of 
vols.  thrown  fioin  the  shelves,  and  the  lower  rows  in  such  con¬ 
fusion  ?  Have  we  had  a  ghost  here  ?  Or  have  the  French  and 
English  authors  declared  war  against  each  other  ?  If  so,  in 
spite  of  the  definitive,  w  e  shall  have  another  battle  of  the  books. 

S/io/:inan.  The  carpenters,  sir,  repairing  the  next  house, 
have  shook  them  down.  1  am  sure  that  |x)nderous  Locke  on 
Human  Understanding  has  almost  ci'acked  niy  skull. 

Hooka.  'I* hen  your’s  is  not  an  Egyptian  cranium,  as  my 
worthy  friend  the  magistrate  observes.  Mercy  on  us  !  What 
a  noise  these  fellows  make  !— What  a  dust  they  raise  !  (')ne 
ought  to  have  the  eyes  of  Little  Eagle,  the  great  critic,  to  lie 
able  to  (<r  from  another. 

so  totally  displaced  the  books,  that  IIo- 
tmder  ^rgil. 

^^ka.  t  situation  in  which  some  of  the  com- 

mentatoi*s  ^igSB^^ve  wished  to  place  him.'  What  are 
those  volume^H^H^?  I  suppose  '1' realises  on  the  Bathos. 

Siio/im.  No,  arc  Dcscaites  and  Gassendi. 

Hooka.  This  isvHH'opscy-turvy,  the  poem  that  came  out 
yesleixlay.  I  tliougiKilu  \  would  have  me  unted  to  their  kind¬ 
red  stai*s.  Why,  you  blockhead  you  are  mingling  novels  and 
sermons,  pious  tracts  and  plays,  {Xililics  and  philosophy,  mor¬ 
ality  anti  medicine,  together,  like  the  contents  of  a  magazine. 

Shofim.  These  folio  volumes  of  controvei’sy  have  so  lacerat¬ 
ed  the  Practice  of  Piety  and  Whole  Duty  of  Man,  that  they 
will  want  binding.  ^ 

Hook<t.  So  they  will  as  sure  as  if  they  had  taken  the  pills  of 
Dr.  Laxative.  Send  to  the  fellow  s,  and  bid  them  slop.  Put 
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the  shelves  in  oixlcr ;  lay  the  pa^jers  on  the  counter.  1  ex¬ 
pect  the  loungers  directly. 

Kntrr  an  Authrtr. 

.lut/ior.  Good  moniing,  nty  little  Dccimo  Sexto  ;  any 
news  ?  Hless  me  I  Why  your  sltop's  as  dusty  as  a  itjad  in  sum¬ 
mer.  1  see  every  author  in  it  through  the  medium  of  a  fog 

HooIh.  'riiat’s  because  you  are  a  critic.  However,  my 
lx)oks  have  Ik-cu  a  little  deranged  this  moming. — Abundance 
of  works,  which  1  thought  nothing  could  have  utirrrd^  an  ac¬ 
cident  has  set  flying  about  my  ears.  1  have  been  pelted  with 
my  own  stock. 

.iuilior.  Then  you  have  felt  that  there  is  some  weight  in 
learning. 

liojkft.  Oh  yes  !  I  have  known  that  a  gcat  while  ;  I  have 
sold  many  hundred  reams  of  it  by  the  jM)und. 

Author.  None  of  my  works  have  l)een  wasted  ? 

Books.  No  :  I’ll  be  sworn  they  have  all  l>cen /;ro/;r»Yi/  used. 

Author.  Yes !  I  think,  w  hile  I  have  corrected,  I  have  im¬ 
proved  the  age.  j? 

Books.  You  know  the  critics  said,  that  you  should  have  been 
im/troved  the  same  way. 

Author.  Spiteful  dogs  !  I’ll  be  revenged  of  them  and  their 
works. 


Books.  Then  you  mean  to  praise  the  latter  1  presume. 

Author.  Praise  their  works  !  Yes  !  a  likely  matter  !  If  I  do 
it  shall  be  as  I  do  Dr  Laudanum’s  draughts,  fo^^^L  naixoiic 
propcilies.  Why,  the  last  pan  phlet  was  as 

dull  as  the  Blagdon  controversy,  yawned 

through  With  greater  difflculty  than  1 
the  Brownists  and  Muggletoniuns. 

Books.  One  of  our  Christian  obset^^^^^^PKerv'ing,  that 
that,  contained  some  pi;^tty  writing.  liom  the  turn 

literature  has  lately  taken,  we  are  all  the  vAt  and 

humour  of  the  Scotists  and  'I  homisls,^^0*  hundred  other  of 
those  •Mrigh'y  authors,  wjiose  works,  or  wthey  arc  more  em¬ 
phatically  styled,  whose  labours^  have  froqucntly  pressed  the 
press,  revived.  May  the  tree  of  knowledge,  wliich  has  pro¬ 
duced  fioiit  so  lui’ge  and  filcasantly  acrimonious  flourish  say  1  ? 

Author.  I  do  not  know  what  fruit  your  metaponcal  tree  has 


vaw  ned 

HKerv'ing,  that 
^liom  the  turn 
?c  all  the  tiv/  and 
hundred  other  of 


-pr^uced  ;  all  I  can  say  is,  that  it  has  had /catr*  in  abundance ; 
buT  we  are  as  stupid  as  if  we  had  taken  a  nap  under  its  shade. 
I  w'onder  where  all  your  diurnal  visitoi*s  arc  this  morning  I 
O,  I  think  1  spy  one. 
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Books.  What !  that  queer  fellow  that  crosses  the  way,  his 
pockets  stuffed  with  papers  like  the  postman’s  letter  bag*.  IMl 
be  hanged  if  he’s  not  an  author  !  Smoke  his  great  coat. 

jiuthor.  Paixlon  me,  it  seenis  to  liave  been  pretty  well 
smoked  already. 

Books.  Step  into  the  back  shop  ;  youHl  tliere  find  abundance 
of  amusement ;  there  are  all  the  new  works  ;  and  if  you  have 
any  objection  to  their  yuatity^  1  am  sure,  when  you  consider 
the  price  of  paper,  you’ll  piwise  the  libei-ality  of  the  proprie¬ 
tor  with  respec  t  to  quantity.  ( to  be  concliidtd.J 
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A  PATItlOTIC  ODE. 

THE  day-star  of  fi-eedom  resplendently  bright. 

Arose  in  Columbia’s  blcss’d  sphere  ; 

Its  brilliancy  darted  thro’  despotic  night, 

And  Tyranny  trombled  with  fear  : — 

Coercion  then  martial’d  from  regiofis  afar. 

Her  blood-thii-sty  harpies  who  panted  for  war  ; 

The  clank  of  her  chains 
Was  heaiti  o’er  our  plains. 

Harsh  nmsic,  discordant  where  liberty  reigns. 

-CHORUS  ^ 

Wh^^B|^^^^gh-raised  her  war-flaming  crest. 
j^Khe  ^^^^^^Hkedom  arose  in  the  west. 


The  thuni|^^^^^^B*esounded  aloud, 
Terrm^^^^^Hntain  and  plain 
And  terribly  the  carnage-red  cloud 

To  fill  ou9  with  slain  : 

Oppression  dis^WPd  her  blood -crimson’d  fnmn. 
Death  ghastly  appear’d  in  the  midst  of  the  storm,- 
Our  patriots  were  seen, 

Tho’  droadful,  serene, 

Determined  the  rights  of  their  country  to  screen. 

- CHORUS — 

Tho’  armies  the  coasts  of  Columbia  invest. 

The  day-star  of  freedom  still  glow’d  in  the  west 
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Independence  tliey’d  claim’d,  and  to  Hcav’n  appeal’d, 
To  sanction  the  glorious  decree  ; 

High  lleav’n  the  swoitl-arin  of  justice  reveal’d, 

And  pixxiluini’d — ‘Amkrica’s  frkk  I’ 

Then  boldly,  our  heros,  disdaining  to  yield, 

Stood  film,  and  each  breast  was  .imerica**  shield  : 
Undauntedly  brave, 

Their  country  to  save, 

They  fought  with  an  aixlour  ne’er  felt  by  the  slave. 

— r«o/?t'5— 

AVhilst  demons  of  discord  our  countr>’  infest, 

The  day-star  of  freedom  is  bright  in  the  west. 

The  courage  of  freemen,  when  wrongs  they  oppose, 
Will  armies  of  despots  defy  ; 

Columbians  united  hurl  death  on  their  foes, 

Resolving  to  conquer  or  die  : 

They  fought,  were  victorious— from  tumults  they  cease, 
And  calmly  enjoy  the  mild  sunshine  of  peace : 

No  conquest  they  sought. 

For  freedom  they  fought. 

The  cliaplet  that  crowns  them  dear  Liberty  wrought. 

—-CHORUS-^ 

Now  pleasure  beats  high  in  each  patriot’s  breast, 
The  day-star  of  fi'cedom  illumines  the  west. 

Our  glebe  teems  luxui  ’ance,  our  streams  and  our  floods. 

With  our  health-smiling  temp’i'a^^k^^l^ 

Our  har>'est-blcss’d  fields,  wild  but 
Our  w'ants  and  our  pleasures 
With  our  commerce  and  arts,  all^^^^^^^K}incR^ 
Still  mark  us  a  nation  for  freedor^H^^^H^ 

And  this  the  decree 
^America’s  free 

And  known  to  the  world  her  impd^^^Kliall  be. 

Columbians  still  know  ’twas  high  Heav’n’s  behest. 
The  dav-star  of  freedom  should  shine  in  the  west. 


From  the  ravaging  war-fiends  of  Europe  remote. 
Our  government’s  that  of  our  choice  ; 
bur  inlers  and  statesmen  are  placed  by  our  vote. 
Invested  with  pow’rby  our  voice  ; 


I 


THE  EYE. 


[Vol.  2, 


Thus  bless’ J,  may  friendship  and  cslecm 
Salute  them  with  each  morning’s  iK^am, 

And  temper’d  love  with  cheerful  glow, 

Substantial,  lasting  bliss  bestow.  an acu arsis. 


ORJCISAL. 

M  O  X  I  M  I  ,1, 

Ill-U  joys  were  blasted  by  a  villain’s  ait. 

Deserted,  sad,  Moximia  stray’d  alone  ; 

She  felt  no  more  misfoitune’s  piercing” dart, 

Nor  tliought  that  she  had  e’er  mislortune  known. 
Torlom  she  wander’d  a  poor  maniac  wild  ; 

No  more  did  Reason  hold  her  wonted  sway  ; 

No  more,  o’er  her,  mom  bix*athed  her  fragrance  mild, 
But  darkness  held  the  place  of  cheering  day. 

Oft  has  she  siit  upon  the  craggy  rock, 

Amid  the  {x:ltings  of  the  ruthless  storm, 

AVhile  thundei's  itwiring  seem’d  her  woes  to  mock. 

And  lightnings  play’d  amund  her  wasted  foim. 

I  heard  her  munn’rings  floating  on  the  gale, 

(E’en  yet  methinks  1  hear  her  plaintive  cr)  ) 

In  broken  tones  she  told  her  mournful  tale. 

Which  diew  from  me  a  sympathising  sigh. 

‘  Bless’d  scenes  of  joy  I  my  native  fields  so  d^ar, 

Your  sweet  rcmcmb’i-ance  1  will  e’er  re^Ai 
No  sorrows  there  intruded,  and 

Did  then  disturb  gay  Pieasure’s^Hin^^B*;n.  . 

‘  Scenes  of  delight  and  misery  t^^^! 

Then  I  thought  Edward  ti 
Then  1  confess’d  my  heart  no 

1  rapt’rous  gave  it  thee-— a  iicari Injure. 

‘  Oh  more  inconstant  than  the  fh  c^fevviiid  ! 

Thou  only  saidst  thou  lov’d  me  to  betray  ; 

Then  thy  soft  voice  so  gentle  and  so  kind. 

It  whisper’d  ‘banish  fear  from  thee  away.* 

‘  But  now  alas !  of  mis’ry’s  cup  I’ve  drank. 

And  thou  and  I  shall  never  meet  again  I* 

She  spake,  and  from  the  ocean’s  craggy  bank, 

She  madly  plunged  amid  the  stormy  main. 

AROUET  JR 


